CHAPTER XII

THE  END   OF  AVONDALE

WHAT remains is a tale of continuing calamity* Sometimes,
when an honourable family is about to die, it sends out one
final flash of its ancient flame and then expires* So it was
with ParnelL He was the last flare of brightness from the
family of the Congleton mercer, and he was the last gentle-
man in Ireland to make a gesture towards generous govern-
ment* His class stood aloof from him, and left him to depend
for his following on Celtic men of peasant breed, who, though
they had talent and a sort of undiscerning courage, had not
got decision or pride or the high resolution of those who rule
because it is right that they should rule, but only the resolu-
tion of those who rule because they have been wronged*
If there had been a body of gentlemen behind Parnell, the
blow which struck him would not have felled him, for they
would not have allowed themselves to be daunted by Mr*
Gladstone or cowed by Dissenting Liberals* But he had no
such following* The Irish gentlemen were hunting foxes or
playing at pretty soldiers or meanly living abroad on rents
wrung by their agents from the blood and sweat and pain of
their tenants* They denied their duty, and were destroyed*
Nor will anyone deny that their destruction was deserved*
That brilliant flame that filled the Irish sky for too short a
time seemed for a while to be a light by which Ireland would
be illuminated for ever, but because there was no pride and
no fidelity in those who should have held the torch aloft, the
flame was quenched and the darkness was deepened* There
is a testing time in the .life of nations, as there is in the life of
individual men, and when that time came to Ireland the
Irish failed to pass it* There was vouchsafed to them a man
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